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I SPENT quite a long time in my room that afternoon
trying to persuade myself that the best thing I could do
would be to leave the Reserve, make my way across
country to Marseilles, and ship as a steward or deck-
hand in an east-bound cargo liner.

I had the whole thing planned. I would take Roche's
motorboat and land at some deserted spot west of St
Gatien. Then I would lock the rudder of the boat, start
the engine and leave it to chug out to sea while I made
off inland to Aubague. There I would catch a train for
Marseilles.

At this point doubts began to creep in. One was always
reading of young men running away to sea, of people ship-
ping as deck-hands and working their passages. There
seemed to be no special qualifications needed. No ropes
had to be spliced. No rigging had to be climbed. All you
did was paint the anchor, chip rust off the deck plating
and say 'aye, aye, sir/ when addressed by an officer,
It was a tough Hfe and you met tough men. There were
weevils in the ship's biscuits and you had little to eat
but skilly. Quarrels were settled with bare fists and you
went about naked to the waist. But one of the crew al-
ways had a concertina and there were sing-songs when the
day's work was done. In after life you wrote a book
about it.

Yet would it work out quite like that for me? I was
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